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ships, and indeed became, dear creature, a little bit tyrannical at last. Her notes grew to be excessively emphatic. She would begin a letter quite cheerfully with " Oh, you demon !" or complain of " total and terrible neglect of an old friend; I could fill this sheet of paper with an account of your misdeeds ! " She was ingenious in reproach : " I cannot afford to waste penny after penny, and no assets forthcoming," or " I have only two correspondents, and one of them is a traitor; I therefore cease to write to you for ever ! " This might sound formidable, but it was only one of the constant surprises of her humour, and would be followed next day by the most placable of notelets.
Her curiosity with regard to life spread to her benevolences, which often took somewhat the form of voyages of discovery. Among these her weekly excursion to the London Hospital, in all weathers and in every kind of cheap conveyance, was prominent. I have to confess that I preferred that a visit to her should not be immediately prefaced by one of these adventures among the " pore dear things" at the hospital, because that was sure to mean the recital of some gruesome operation she had heard of, or the details of some almost equally gruesome cure. She enjoyed the whole experience in a way which is blank to the professional humanitarian, but I suspect the " pore dear things" appreciated her listening smile and sympathetic worldliness much more than they would have done the admonitions of a more conscious philanthropist.
And, indeed, in retrospect, it is her kindliness that shines forth. She followed all that her friends did, everything that happened to those who were close to them. She liked always to receive the tribute of what she called my " literary efforts," and was ruthlessly sharp in observing announcements of them : " Publishing again, and of course no copy for poor old me," when not a volume had yet left the binders. She took up absurd little phrases with delightful camaraderie;